44     KABIR'S POEMS

If there be lust, how can love be there ?
Where there is love, there is no
lust.

Lay hold on your sword, and join in
the fight.  Fight, 0 my brother,
as long as life lasts.

Strike off your enemy's head, and there
make an end of him quickly : then
come, and bow your head at your
King's Durbar.

He who is brave, never forsakes the
battle : he who flies from it is no
true fighter.

In the field of this body a great
war goes forward, against passion,
anger, pride, and greed :

It is in the kingdom of truth, content-
ment and purity, that this battle
is raging; and the sword that
rings forth most loudly is the
sword of His Name.

-Kabir says : (t When a brave knight